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Lars walked to his bed in the pitch black. He had just gotten back from laser tag, and he was tired. He flopped 


down on his bed, landing on something warm and soft. 
"What the fuck?" 


The small form groaned from under the sheets. A long, slim arm jutted out from under the covers to turn on 


the bedside lamp. Kirk turned around to see Lars lying on his back. 
"What the fuck Lars this is MY bed." He grumbled. Lars shrugged. 


"Whatever man.. There's room right??" He pulled the blankets half off Kirk and covered up with them, sighing 


in comfort. 


Kirk blushed as Lars snuggled against him. They hadn't done this in a while and he wasn't used to the Dane 


wrapping his arms around him again. 


Lars clutched on Kirk, sleepy as hell. He nuzzled into him, mumbling something along the lines of, "Fuckin! warm 


as hell.. Yea this is heaven..." 


Kirk blushed and smiled a little and wrapped his arms around Lars’ neck. He nuzzled into his neck and sighed 


qui etly. 


"Hey Kirk." Lars said after a while. "Do you still like me? Like, like like me?" He blushed and wrapped his arms 
tighter around Kirk. Kirk giggled and squeezed the drummer tighter. 


‘Of course | do! Why?" He asked quietly. Lars shrugged. 


"ldk." He mumbled, climbing on top of Kirk, wrapping his hands around his neck, their legs getting tangled 
together. "| just wanted to be sure." 


Kirk giggled and nuzzled into Lars’ neck again, wrapping his arms around him tighter as he did, placing a small 


kiss on his forehead. "Always will." 


Valentine's Day 
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Kirk woke the next morning in tangled sheets, Lars nowhere to be seen He grumbled unhappily as he de-tangled 


himself from the bed, heading for the bathroom. 


After he had made himself presentable, he walked into the living room of the house him, Lars, Cliff, and James 
all shared. He was surprised to see Cliff laying on the couch, a cloth draped over his eyes. 


"Hey Cliff.. Whatcha doing?" Kirk asked him. "Have you seen Lars today?" 
"Yea, he went to the bakery to get food." Cliff mumbled, sounding high as fuck. 


"Thanks." Kirk said gently, slipping on his sneakers and throwing on a jacket. "I'm going to go find him, I'll be 
back," he told Cliff. Cliff only let out a snort as a response. 


Kirk went on his way, walking quickly. By the time he reached the 4 blocks away bakery, Lars was no where to 
be seen Kirk had an idea on where he would be though. There was a small pond about a block away, and he 
knew Lars liked to go and feel the ducks there, even thought Kirk had told him a million times it was bad to 
feed the ducks bread. 


Kirk reached the pond in no time, heading down a hidden trail through the trees only him and Lars knew about, 
as far as he could tell. They liked to walk down to the pond to sneak some intimacy, as they didn't want anyone 
to know they were dating. 


Soon the trail opened up to a small clearing, and sure enough Kirk saw Lars crouched by the water, a large 


bakery box on the ground beside him. His hand was stretched out, handing a duck a small bit of bread 
"Lars!" He softly called out, making Lars jump a little and look around at him. 


"Kirk?" Lars stood up, dropping the bread as he ran to Kirk, grabbing him in a hug, making Kirk stumble 
backwards a bit. Kirk laughed a bit. 


"Excited to see me?" He teased Lars. Lars curled his fingers in Kirk's hair, bringing his head down a bit, kissing 


him with an unexpected fever. 


| was hoping you'd come here," Lars said as he pulled away, a little out of breath. He grabbed his hand, pulling 
him towards their favorite spot under an old oak tree, scooping up the bakery box as he did. 


He pulled them into a sitting position under the tree, their backs leaning comfortably on the wide, smooth 
trunk. Lars opened the box, grinning at Kirk. 


‘Guess what | got!" He said excitedly, pulling out an apple scone. Kirk's eyes went a bit wide. 
"For me??! No way!" Lars handed it to him, pulling one out for himself. 


"Yes way," he said with a smile, taking a big bite out of his. Kirk shoved his scone in his mouth, only the tip 
sticking out. Lars giggled, poking it the rest of the way into his mouth. 


"You really should slow down Kirk, you're gonna fockin' choke man." Kirk snorted through his nose, noisily 


swallowing down the scone. 


"Aw whatever, lim gonna do whatever | want, you can't stop me." He shot Lars a devilish grin. Lars shot him 


one back, suddenly climbing on top of Kirk, sitting on his lap. Kirk turned a little red. 


"Whatcha doin?" He asked Lars, slowly wrapping his arms around him, pushing them up and under Lars’ t-shirt, 
caressing his warm skin, bringing him a little closer. Lars chuckled a little, tangling his hands in Kirk's hair. He 
leaned down, his lips brushing Kirk's ever so slightly. 


‘lm giving you your Valentine's Day gift." He murmured, ghosting his lips across Kirk's jawbone to his ear. "You 
do want it, right?" He breathed into his ear, making Kirk shiver a little. 


"Of course | do.." Lars pulled off when he heard the questioning tone in his voice. He looked him in the eyes, a 


little confused. 


"What's wrong?" He asked, moving his hands from Kirk's hair down his neck, down his shoulders, down to his 
hips, gripping them gently. Kirk shook his head a little, a smile on his lips. 


"Valentine's Day was b days ago, plus you already gave me gifts, remember?" He giggled at Lars's expression. 
"l'm just fucking with youl" He laughed, moving his hands higher up Lars's back. 


He made Lars move forward, kissing him on the lips hungrily. He felt Lars grip his hips a little harder as he 
ran a tongue over his bottom lip. Lars opened his mouth for him, and Kirk wasted no time, immediately sticking 


his tongue in, swirling it around Lars' warm mouth, almost moaning aloud. 


He slowly let his hands fall down Lars' back, his fingers barely touching the skin. Lars moaned softly into the 
kiss, pressing himself closer to Kirk Kirk kept moving his hands down to Lars's ass, grabbing it and squeezing it 
a bit, making Lars squeak a little and pull off the kiss, red in face. Kirk grinned at him. 


"Wanna take this home?" He asked, desire heavy in his voice. 


And Lars nodded. 


